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THE MAN WHO SUDDENLY BECAME RICH. 

One fine evening, in the month of June, Mr. 
Russel went out with his son Eugene, to take 
awalk in some of the most agreeable environs 
of the vity. The weather was mild, the sky 
clear, the purling streams and waving trees 
lulled them to a pleasing thoughtfulness. 

“What a lovely evening ;” said Eugene, en- 
chanted with the beauties of nature that sur- 
rounded him. He pressed his father’s hand, 
and said to him, “If you knew, papa, what 
thoughts rise in my heart!” He was silent for 
amoment; then lifting up towards heaven his 
eyes, which were moistened with tears, “I 
thank my God,” said he, ‘for the happy mo- 
ments that he gives me toenjoy. Oh! that ev- 
ery body could taste the beauties of the even- 
ingas Ido! Thatall mankind overflowed with 
joy, as I do atthis moment! Icould wish to be 
king over a large country, that I might make 
all my subjects happy.” 

Mr. Russel embraced his son. ‘* My dear 
Eugene,” said he, “the beaevolent wish that 
you have just expressed, comes from a heart 
as generous as humane. But would not your 
thoughts change with your fortune? Would you 
preserve in an exalted station these sentiments 
that animate you now in the middling condition 
to which Heaven has appointed you 2?” 

Eugene. Why do you ask thav question, pa- 
pa? Cannot one become rich withgqut becom- 
ing cruel or wicked 7 me 

Mr. Russel. ‘It does not always happen so, 
mydear. ‘There are some fortunate persons 
who remember their past distresses, and in 
whom this reflection produces sentiments of 
charity towards the unfortunate. But, to the 
disgrace of the human heart, a change of for- 
tune frequently alters affections the most ten- 
der and sympathetic. While we are unfortu- 
nate ourselves, we think that Heaven requires 
it of all men asa duty to relieve our sufferings. 
If the hand of God removes misfortune from us, 
we conclude all his intents in the preservation 
of the universe to be fulfilled ; and we no longer 
think of those wretches that remain in the gulf 
from which we have been rescued. We have 
an instance ofthis in the man who comes some- 
umes to ask relief of me. I give it to him with 
a reluctance that I cannot conquer, though I re- 
proach myself for it. 

Eugene. Why, true, papa; I observed that 
you put your alms coldly into his hand, without 
ever giving him those words of comfort that you 
do to other poor people. 

Mr. Russel. 
whether he deserves them. Mr. Lowe was a 
shop keeper in the city. ‘Though the profits of 
his business were but moderate, a poor person 
hever appeared at his door ia vain. This was 
all the pleasure in which he indulged himself : 
and he thought himself happy to enjoy it, 
though he could not command even this to the 
full extent of his wishes. 

Business called him one day upon ’Change. 

€saw in one part of it a number of merchants 
together, who were talking of great cargoes, 
and immense profits to be expected from them. 
Ah!” said he to himself, sighing, “ how happy 
these people are! If I were as rich, Heaven 
knows, I should not be so for myself alone, and 


I will show you, my dear; 





that the poor would partake of my abundance.” 

He went home full of ambitious thoughts ; 
but how can his narrow business enable him 
to fiulfil his vast projects? With tolerable econ- 
omy, it was nomore than sufficient to afford him 
a decent subsistence the year round, ‘ Ishall 
always be ata stand here!” cried he, “‘ and nev- 
er rise above this middling condition in which 
I linger at present.” A hand-bill, inviting ad- 
venturers to purchase in the lottery, was at this 
moment put in his hand. He seized the idea 
with eagerness, as ifinspired by fortune; and 
without minding the inconvenience to which 
his covetousness might reduce him, he went to 
the lottery office, and laid out ten dollars, the 
only money that he could then spare. 

With what impatience he waited for the draw- 
ing! He one time repented having so foolish- 
ly hazarded a stake, the loss of which would dis- 
turb him. Atanother time he fancied that he 
saw riches falling down upon him in showers. 
At last the drawing began. 

Eugene. Well, papa, did he get a prize? 

Mr. Russel. Yes; fivethousand dollars. 

Eugene. Aha! no doubt he jumped for joy. 

Mr. Russel. He went immediately and re- 
ceived hismoney, and spent sotze days in think- 
ing of nothing else. When he had had enough 
of that, “‘I can put this sum to a better use,” 
said he, “than barely poring over it.” He 
therefore enlarged his stock, extended his 
dealings, and by his activity and knowledge of 
trade he soon doubled his capital. In less 
than ten years he became one of the richest 
men in the city. 

It must be said in his praise, that he had till 
then been faithful to his vow, in making the 
poor partake of his abundance. At the sight 
of an unfortunate person he remembered his 
own former condition, without being ashamed 
of it. And this recollection never failed of pro- 
fiting the person who occasioned it. Led by 
degrees to frequent fine company, he contract- 
ed a taste for luxury and dissipation. He 
purchased a magnificent country-house and fine 
gardens, and his life became a round of plea- 
sure and amusement. 

The most extravagant whims he gratified 
without scruple, but at length perceived that 
they had made a considerable breach in his for- 
tune. Trade, which he had given up in order 
to be quite at leisure to enjoy himself, no long- 
er enabled him to repair it. Besides, a habit of 
indulgence and a mean vanity would not suffer 
him to lessen his expenses. ‘I shall always 
have enough for one,” thought he; ‘“‘let others 
provide for themselves.” His heart, hardened 
in this resolution, was thenceforth shut to the 
unfortunate. He heard the cries of misery 
around him, as one hears the tempest rage, 
when sheltered from its fury. 

Friends, whom he had till then assisted, came 
to solicit him for fresh relief. But he refused 
them harshly. ‘‘ Have I made a fortune,” said 
he, “‘only to squander it upon you? Do as I 
do,” said he; ‘‘ depend upon yourselves.” His 
mother, whom he had cut short of half the pen- 
sion he had allowed her, came to beg for a re- 
tired shelter in a corner of bis house, there to 
spend her few remaining days; but he had the 
barbarity to refuse her, and with dry eyes let 
her die in misery. 

. This crime, however, did not long remain un- 
punished. His vices very soon exhausted all his 





wealth, and deprived him of the strength ne- 
cessary to support himself by work. In short, 
he was reduced to the state of misery in which 
you see him, and now begs his bread from door 
to door, an object of contempt and indignation 
to all honest people. 

Eugene. Ah! papa, since riches can make 
men so wicked, I wish to remain as I am. 

Mr. Russel. My dear Evgene, I wish the 
same for the sake of your happiness; but if 
Heaven destines you to a more exalted station, 
may you never forfeit the nobleness and gener- 
osity of your soul! Think often of the story 
that I have just now told you. Learn from this 
example, that we can never taste true happiness, 
without feeling for the misfortunes of others ; 
that it is the powerful man’s duty to comfort the 
sorrows of the weak; and that he reaps more 
true happiness from the performance of this du- 
ty, than from all his pomp and luxury. 

The sun was now going to set, and his part- 
ing beams threw a lively glow upon the clouds 
which seemed to form a purple curtain round 
his bed. Theair, freshened at the approach of 
evening, breathed an agreeable calm. The 
birds, in repeating their farewell songs, rallied 
all their powers of melody. The leaves of the 
grove mingled a gentle murmur with their 
concert, and every thing seemed to inspire sen- 
timents of joy and happiness ; but Eugene and 
his father, instead of the transports which they 
had felt at first, returned home lost in reflections 
on the vicissitudes of fortune. 

[ Beauties of Children’s Friend. 
RELIGION. 


















TO CHRISTIAN YOUTH. 
To the Editors of the Visitor & Telegraph. 
GENTLEMEN,—Looking over some old manu- 
scripts, I found the following ‘‘ crude remarks,” 
which appear to have been written for the ben- 
efit of some person just entering on the great 
theatre of life,—it is no matter by whom, to 
whom, when, nor where. If you think them 
worthy of a place in your excellent paper, you 
are at liberty to insert them ; if not, you may as 
well burn themas J, A Frienp to Yourn. 
To HEKERE 


The respectful attention you have hitherto 
paid to my advice, and the great probability that 
I shall never have an opportunity for convers- 
ing with you again, during our pilgrimage 
through this world, induce me to offer asa di- 
rection to your future pursuits, a few crude re- 
marks, which, if they are unworthy of your zm- 
mediate attention, may serve to amuse you in 
one of those lonely hours of which every body 
in the country must necessarily spend some. 

What, my young Friend, is the true object 
of human pursuit, that to which your attention 
ought to be principally directed? Many will 
be ready to answer, (nor would I dissent,) 
‘Your own individual happiness.” But the 
multifarious objects dispersed throughout crea- 
tion, are scarcely more diverse, than the paths 
in which they would advise you to search for 
it. And here let me express my gratitude (for 
I assure you that the sight of a youthful heart 
devoted to the service of God, is a source of 
no little happiness to me,) that you have [al- 
ready] chosen that good part which shall never 
be taken away from you. You have said thet 
the votaries of sensual and transitory pleasures, 
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are in the broad road that leads to destruction 
—‘going down to the chambers of death.” 
You have said to your soul, “‘come out from 
them and be thou separate.” But have you con- 
sidered that among those who have apparently 
enlisted under the banners of the cross, there 
are many to whom it shall at last be said, “ de- 
part from me, all p workers of iniquity, I nev- 
er knew you.” That “ notevery one who saith 
Lord, Lord, shal! enter into the kingdom of 
heaven, but he that doeth the will of Him that 
is in heaven.” Let not then, my young friend, 
the opinions and practices of even your Chris- 
tian brethren and friends, be the standard of 
your faith and practice—of your Christian 
walk and conversation; for,as surely as the Bible 
is true, the vast majority of Christian faith and 
practice in the present age, is far, very far be- 
neath the requirements of the great Captain of 
our salvation. The best that Christians can ex- 
pect, who make the opinions of men the rule 
of their lives, is, to be tormented with doubts, 
fears and afflictions,during their passage through 
this vale of tears, and, at last, to “ be scarcely 
saved,” ifsaved at allt! Indeed, so strong are 
the corruptions of the human heart, many of 
which too successfully attempt to screen them- 
selves under the name of the first of virtues, 
charity; that it requires more knowledge of 
Christ, more decision and firmness of charac- 
ter, and more of the sensible presence of the 
“Spirit of Truth,” to oppose the prevailing 
sins of professing Christians, than “‘to over- 
come the world, the flesh, and the devil.” I, 
therefore, we would enjoy in this world that 


“peace of God which passeth understanding;” } 


and, in the world to come “life everlasting,” 
we must take the Bible for our Chart, the Lord 
Jesus Christ for our Pilot, and steer dtrectly for 
the port of Heaven. We must not turn to the 
right or left, at the instance of those who cry 
peace and safety where there is neither—and 
would to God there were not many such ! 

You may ask what such a person as you can 
do? Ianswer, goto the New Testament and 
you ‘‘shall be told what you must do.” You 
will there find, if I understand it, that it is your 
duty as well as mine “ta work while the day 
lasts,” and ‘‘ whether you eator drink, or what- 
soever you do, to do all to the glory of God.” 
If you ask “how can these things be?’ you 
will find as an answer, that the true use ef the 
comforts and conveniences of this life, is, to 
call forth our gratitude to “‘ the Giver of every 
good and perfect gift,” and to enable us to pro- 
mote his glory and our own happiness, by con- 
tributing to the temporal, and especially the 
spiritual comfort and well being of our fellow- 
men. Above all, if we learn to love the Lord 
Jesus Christ as we ought, we shall labor ardent- 
ly and constantly for the extension of the bles- 
sings of his ‘‘ Great Salvation” among our guil- 
ty and perishing fallen race. We shall con- 
tribute largely of our substance to the dissemi- 
nation of the Scriptures; we shall devote our 
time and our talents to the instruction of the 
ignorant and to the admonition of the wise, 
warning all to flee from the wrath to come, and 
to lay hold on the hope set before them in the 
Gospel. ~ We shalt eat with thanksgiving, that 
meat which is requisite to strengthen the body, 
and shall so order the labor that may be neces- 
sary to obtain our own living, or any recreation 
we may take to invigorate our minds, as, in 
some way to promote the welfare of others. In 
short, we shall always be engaged, either in 
active usefulness, or in preparation for it.— 
Think not this too great a self-denial. 
ence will teach you that it is the only sure and 
safe path to present or future happiness. 


May God Almighty bless you, my young | 


fiend, keep you from temptation, make you 
what he would. have you to be, lead you im the 





(in that region. 


t hearts. 


way everlasting, and take you to himself ‘‘ when 
he comes to make up his jewels!” 


-Sea— 
From the Visitor & Telegraph. 
CHRISTIAN AFFECTION. 


We know that we have passed from death unto life, be- 
cause we love the brethren. — St. John. 


The nature of Christian love—of that tie which unites 
the people of God as members of one great family, is illus- 
trated by the fullowing incidents communicated by a wor- 
thy correspondent. 

Mr. Converse,—TI related a little story some 
days ago toa circle of Ladies, who thought it 
would be interesting to your readers: I there- 
fore send it to you to do what you please with. 

In the year eighteen hundred and thirteen 
or fourteen, I took a journey over the moun- 
tains of Virginia, for the beriefit of my health, 
accompanied by my husband’ and my mother. 
While crossing the Blue Ridge, we overtook a 
poor woman walking with a large bundle of 
hanks onher arm. The road after some time 
became so rough, that we thought it safest to 
leave the carriage and walk. She immediately 
addressed us with the most benevolent counte- 
nance, saying that she was very glad to see us 
alight, for her heart had ached with fear, lest 
we should be overset. 

To begin a conversation which might be 
useful, I asked her if they ever had preaching 
She said, very seldom, but 
when a travelling preacher called, F would be 
surprised to see how quick an appointment could 
be made known, and what multitudes came out 
from among these mountains to attend the 
preaching of the gospel. My mother remarked, 
that her heart had also ached when looking at 
her, for she thought,—“‘ there perhaps is a soul 
who has never heard of the Saviour.” With a 
countenance beaming with an expression which 
I cannot attempt to describe, she replied, “ Ff 
have not only heard of Him, but have felt the 
power of His grace on my own soul.” 

She then told us that she was brought up in Staf- 
ford county, where she enjoyed many religious 
privilegés ; and how on her first coming to the 
mountains, she sinfully wasted her time, and es- 
pecially her Sabbaths, in grieving for what she 
had lost, instead of improving the means ef 
grace still continued to her. Butaiter diligent- 


| ly reading her Bible, she found comfort, conso- {- 


lation, instruction,and all that she needed. She 
desired to train up her children in the fear of 
the Lord, and she there received direction. 
She was sensible of her ignorance, but she learn- 
ed from her Bible that “‘ he that lacketh wisdom 
may ask of God ;” I replied, ‘‘and he giveth 
liberally;” yes, said she, “and upbraideth not.” 

My husband, fearing my strength would fail, 
insisted that I should get in achaise with him, 
which [did; and F soon observed the old lady 
seated with my mother m her carriage. After 
passing a stream of water at the foot of the 
mountain, we were called to stop and take leave 
of our poor friend. She came up to us with her 
face bathed in tears—attempted to speak of her 
hope of meeting us again in heaven, but was 
too full to express her feelings. On giving her 
our good wishes and sincere desires, that she 
might be safely conducted through this world, 
and be received to a glorious rest, she sobbed 


‘aloud, threw her apron over her face and dis- 
| appeared ;, but long her weeping seemed to be 


heard, and the impression to be felt on our 
The world cannot know how the 
hearts of Christians. are knit together, whatever 
may be their situation or condition, or how 


strong and tender a cord binds them to each 
Experi- } 


other. Pastor’s Wire. 


oe 
A THOUGHT FOR THE THOUGHTLESS. 
It was affectingly said by Walsingham, prime 


‘minister to England’s boasted Queen, when 


rallied by those around upon his habitual seri- 


_——_ 


ousness, “ Ah! my friends, while we laugh, all 
things are serious rouad about us. is se. 
rious, who exerciseth such patience towards us 
Christ is serious, whe shed his blood for us 
The Holy Ghost is serious, who striveth against 
the obstinacy of our hearts. The Sacreq 
Scriptures bring to our ears the most serious 
and important things in the world.—The Hol 

Sacraments represent to us the most serious 
and awful matters. The whole creation is scr). 
ous in serving Godand us. Alf that are in heay. 
en and in hell are serious. How then can 
man, that hath one foot in the grave, live in 
jest, and thoughtless levity !” 
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SUDDEN DEATH AT THE THEATRE. 
_ EXTRACT OF A LETTER. 

“* My dear child—We are the children of a 
day. We are sojourners here for a few months, 
Eternity is our home. And let those men 
who make the world their only home, think 
and act as they will, Jesus Christ has pronounc- 
ed them ‘fools.’ And no man can persuade 
them at one certain hour in their life that they 
are not fools. Thereis asad contrast between 
one’s yee in health, and one’s views and 
feelings at the hour of death. And there isa 
very melancholy difference between the actions 
and employments in which we permit ourselves 
to engage when in health, and under the influ. 
ence of an excessive anxiety to accumulate 
wealth ; and those in which we would wish our- 
selves to be found employed when summoned by 
death to appear before our Judge. Who would 
be willing to die in a state of intoxication, rath- 
er than when sober? Would even a profi- 
gate rather die with the cards in his hand, 
than while reading the holy book? Who would 
be more willing to die in a theatre, rather than 
ina house of God? And who would be willing 
to die acting a tragedy, or a farce, rather than 
while engaged in some honest Christian-like 
vocation. A certain distinguished actor while 
pronouncing these words in Kotzbue’s play of 
the Stranger—‘ Surely there is another anda 
better world”—dropt down on the beards and 
expired. 

An English paper gives an affecting account 
of the sudden death of Mrs. Windsor, an ac 
tresson the Bath theatre, the circumstances of 
which are spoken of as one of those awful dis 
pensations of Providence, which must compel 
the most unthinking to reflect on the frail ter 
ure of human existence. During the last act 
of the farce, when her appearance had been 
greeted but a few moments by an admiring av- 
dience, having uttered but a few words of her 

art, she suddenly exclaimed, “I am dying!” 

peedily sinking into a chair, she was carried 
from the gay, the trifling throng of vain amuse- 
ment and folly, never more to return. A blood 
vessel had ruptured, and the effusion of bleod 
upon the brain had beer so copious, that even 
partial relief was impossible. Shesurvived two 
nights and one day, and expired. 

Alas! poor lady; it was bad enough indeed 
to be playing a farce in the last moments of bu- 
man life. But it is unspeakably werse, my 
child! to be found all one’s life time playing 4 


farce! 
** Though lo 
_ The wise have urged, that man is yet ion, 

Who duly weighs one hour !”’ 

Let us never engage in a conversation, of 
amusement, or a business, in which we would 
not be very willing to be found when summot- 
ed to the bar of the Eternal. Ww.” 

<p 


Covetousness.—It is.a much easier task to dig metal out 








of its native mine, than to get it out of the covetous man’s 





coffer. Death only has the key of the miser’s chest. 
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NATURAL HISTORY. 





POWER OF THE HUMAN EYE. 

The overmastermg effect of the human eye 
upon the lion has been frequently mentioned by 
travellers. From my own inquiries, I am per- 
fectly satisfied of the fact ; and an anecdote that 
was related to me by Maj. Mackintosh, proves 
that this fascinating effect is not confined exclu- 
sively tothe lion. An officer in India, having 
chanced to ramble into a jungle, suddenly en- 
countered aroyaltiger. ‘The encounter appear- 
ed equally unexpected on both sides,and both par- 
ties made a dead halt, earnestly gazing on each 
other. ‘Fhe gentleman had no fire arms, and 
was aware thata sword would be no effective 
defence in a struggle for life, with such an an- 
tagonist; but be had heard that even the Ben- 
gal tiger might be sometimes checked by look- 
ing him firm in the face. He did so: andina 
few minutes the tiger, which appeared prepar- 
ed to make his final spring, grew disturbed; 
shrunk aside, and attempted to creep round be- 
hindhim. ‘The officer tarned constantly upon 
the tiger, which still continued to shrink from 
his glance; by darting into the thicket, and 
again issuing forth in a different quarter, it per- 
severed for above an hour in this attempt to catch 
him by surprise ; until at length it fairly yielded 
the contest, and left the gentleman to pursue 
his pleasure walks. he direction he now 
took, as may easily be believed, was strait to the 
tents, in double quick time. 

[Thompson’s Africa. 


—eLIo-— 
GENTLE HYENA. 

In one of the menageries exhibiting at the 
Brighton raees, was a striped hyena, which to 
the keeper and every one around him, exhibi- 
ted the usual ferocious habits which have hith- 
erto been considered inherent in animals of this 
kind. Among the spectators was a young 
man who fearlessly approached the animal’s 
den, whilst it was snarling and snapping most 
furiously, and putting bis hand through the 
Wires, patted the animal on his head. In an 
instant the hyena exhibited symptoms of the 
greatest delight, bounded. about the cage in 
the extacy of joy, and rubbed himself against 
the young man’s hand: appearing overjoy- 
ed with his caresses. It seems that the animal 
had been imported by this young man, and 
brought by him to England, and sold to a keep- 
erof a menagerie: and although seven years 
had elapsed since the animal and his first mas- 
ter had parted, yet the recollection of the gentle 
treatment he had received from the latter, was 
gratefully and instantly remembered by this 
generally, though now it appears erroneously, 
Supposed untameable animal. 
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DEATH OF A SABBATH SCHOOL TEACHER. 
For the Youth’s Companion. 

_ [The following notice of an amiable youth, 

isfrom an authentic souree. It is communica- 

ted by the ministex on whose preaching he at- 

tended, and who watehed at the side of his dy- 

ing bed.} 

In August 1826, a young man of promise in 
N——_., Massachusetts, was called out of the 
Worldat the age of 21, after a sickness of about 
three months. He was librarian and assistant 
teacher in a Sabbath School, in which he had 
formerly been a scholar. He had been from a 
child remarkably sedate, kind and obliging, 
and attentive toreligious order. But sober hab- 
its and correct morals will not give place to the 
4nxtous mind. His death was interesting. I 
extraet the following from the sermon preached 











the Sabbath after his decease. ‘‘ In the early 
part of his sickness, he informed his pastor, that 
he had for months thought seriously on religious 
subjects; was convinced that he was a sinner, 
and needed renewing grace, and seemed very 
desirous to have his afflictions sanctified to him. 
But he did not feel that he could give all up to 
God and be at his disposal, till the morning 
previous to his death. He was then in the 
judgment of charity brought to submit to God; 
and soon light dawned upon his soul, peace and 
comfort ensued. He had almost despaired of 
obtaining peace, from the consideration that he 
had neglected the Saviour so long. ‘Thus he was 
for a considerable time slow to believe; but 
now he seemed to have obtained mercy to par- 
don, and grace to help and strengthen him to 
communicate his views and feelings to others. 
He now declared to me, that he had clear and 
glorious views of God and the Saviour ; and that 
the Saviour was precious beyond description ; 
that he loved God and all mankind. He seemed 
toexercise complete resignation; willing to leave 
all his friends, and desired to depart to be with 
Christ. After he wasrelieved from great distress, 
or spasms, I asked him ifhis sufferings were great. 
He replied, he had peace of mind, and his suf- 
ferings of body were nothing compared to what 
the Saviour suffered for him. 

‘* He spent his time in warning and exhorting 
his young friends. In my last interview with 
him in the afternoon, he expressed an earnest 
solicitude for the happiness of the youth of his 
acquaintance, that they might profit by his 
death. He enjoined on me, once and again, to 
ublicly express his benevolent wishes and so- 
citude for their spiritual prosperity. I asked 
him if he had any message in particular for me 
to deliver from him? He answered, “ Yes; 
Charge them from me, not to put off the neces- 
sary preparations for eternity, asI have done, 
till a sick bed and a dying hour.—Tell them, if 
they knew the consolations of religion which I 
feel, they would be convinced that they cannot 
be happy without religion; and they would not 
content themselves im any situation, till they 
became reconciled to God.” Ihave now de- 
livered the dying message of your friend; a 
message entrusted to me as your monitor and 
guide, by your friend when on the threshold of 
eternity ; when both worlds were opened to his 
view—at a time when every thing was solemn 
and full of interest. Shall this admonition, is- 
suing as it were from the grave, be lost upon 
you’—This monitory lesson, accompanied by 
death, is addressed to you, Be ye also ready— 
Prepare to meet thy God.” 

— 











MISCELLANY. 


MATERNAL LOVE. 

If there is one human feeling free from the 
impulses of earthly frailty, that tells us in the 
slightest breathings of its celestial origin, it is 
that of a mother’s love—a mother’s chaste, over- 
whelming, and everlasting love for her children. 
The name of a mother is ourc hildhood’s tal- 
isman—our refuge, and our safeguard in all our 
misery; ’tis thefirst half-formed word. that falls 
from the babbling tongue, the first idea that 
dawns on the opening mind; the first, the fond- 
est, and the most lasting tie in which affection 
can bind the heart ofman! It is from the be- 
ginning the same and unchangeable. It owes 
not its being to this world, or the things in this 
world, but is independent and self existent ; en- 
during whilst the pulse of life animates the 
breast that fosters it; and if there be any thing 
of mortality that survives the grave, surely its 
best and noblest passion will never perish. Oh! 
it is a pure and holy emulation of heaven’s 
mercy, implanted in the heart of woman for the 
dearest and noblest purpose, to be at once her 


























truest and most sacred pleasure, and the safety 
and blessing of her offspring. 

*Tis not a selfish passion, depending for its 
permanency on the reciprocation of advantages; 
but on its sincerity. It careth not for itself, and 
centres but in tke happiness of its object; and 
when the welfare of that object is at stake, it 
putteth away and knoweth not weariness. It 
is not excited by form or feature, but rather by a 
happy perversion of perception, imbues all 
things with an imaginary beauty. 

It watches over our helpless infancy with the 
ceaseless benignity ofa guardian angel; antici- 
pates every childish wish, humours every way- 
ward fancy, soothes every transient sorrow, 
sings our sweet lullaby to rest, and cradles us 
on its warm and throbbing breast; and when 
pain and sickness prey upon the fragile form, 
what medicine is there like a mother’s kisses? 
what quieting pillow like a mother’s bosom? 
Or when launched into the wide ocean of a 
tempestuous world, what eye gazes on our ad- 
venturous voyage, with all the eagerness of ma- 
ternal fondness, amid the sad yet not unpleas- 
ant contest of hopes and fears, and deep anx- 
ieties? When the rugged path of life has been 
bravely, patiently and nobly trodden; when 
prosperity has smiled upon us; when virtue 
has upheld us amid the world’s temptations; 
(virtue which she herself planted in us;) and 
when Fame has bound her laurels round us, is 
there a heart that throbs with a livelier or more 
grateful pleasure than a mother’s? 


—-e— 
GAMING AND SUICIDE. 

A letter from a tleman in Paris, to his 
correspondent in England, dated Aug. 17, 
mentions, that on the day previous, the bodies 
of four individuals, who had committed suicide, 
were lying unburied in that city, and that the 
death of every one of them was occasioned by 
the nassion of gami The Commissary of 
Police informed him, that out of three or four 
hundred suicides committed annually in Paris, 
seven-eighths of the number might be attribu- 
ted to the same cause. In the pockct of one of 
these deluded victims, was found the following 
letter :— 

“Tama travelling clerk, belonging to the 
firm of ***. [enjoyed the confidenee of my 
masters, and during four years that I have been 
in their service, I never did a dishonest act ex- 
cept one, and for that lam about to suffer death. 
I have had many thousand franes in my pos- 
session, for which I always regularly accounted 
to my employers. Unfortanately I was sent to 
Paris, and became acquainted with a person who 
took meto Frescatis. There I lost money— 
honour—every thing !—I cannot survive!” 


IO 
SIMPLICITY IN DRESS. 

The celebrated Dean Swift had been so high- 
ly pleased with the conversation and deport- 
ment of a farmer’s wife, near Dublin, that le in- 
vited himself to dine at her house, and sent her 
notiee ef the time, The trial was rather too 
hard for her prudence. Elated with the idea of 
entertaining a guest, whose company was court- 
ed by the first nobility of the realm, she dressed 
herself as fine as her fingers could make her, 
and in this rich attire received the dean with 
stately ceremony. He in his tarn made his 
profound obeisance, and then instantly inquir- 
ed for the farmer’s wife. ‘‘I-am she! pray, 
sir,don’t you know me?” “ You! no madam, 
I won't be tricked; the farmer’s wife that! am 
come. to see is a plain woman, but you look like 
a duchess.” Her excellent sense made her 
understand the hint, and her excellent humour 
made her take it in good part. She withdrew, 
changed her dress, and returned in a plain robe. 
— Ah, ’tis she,” joyfully exclaimed the dean, 
“‘ this isthe very woman I am come tosee, and 
I expect to be very happy in her company.” 








YOUTHS COMPANION. 
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THANKSGIVING DAY. 

Yesterday, Nov. 29th, was observed as a sea- 
son of Thanksgiving in all the New-England 
states, except Vermont; and also in the state 
of Ohio. We take the occasion to say a few 
words on the subject; as our young readers 
will better understand our remarks now, than 
at any other time. 

The custom ofobserving a day in this man- 
ner near the close of the year, had its origin in 
New England, in the days of our pious forefa- 
thers. It hasbeen adopted, within a few years, 
by the people of some other states, atthe west 
and south. The particular day is appointed by 
the Governor of each state; and is notified to 
the people by his proclamation, which is pub- 
lished in the newspapers, and read by the min- 
isters of the gospel in all their congregations. 
The Governor doos not command the people to 
observe the day, but recommends it. He can- 
not punish them, if they continue their la- 
bors just as they do on other days, for there is 
no law to forbid them. But the recommenda- 
tion of the Governor is so reasonable, that all 
good people cheerfully comply with it. They 
lay aside their worldly business, go to the house 
of God for worship, and keep the day as a 
kind of Sabbath. If it is right for all the peo- 
ple to keep such a day, it is very convenient 
and pleasant for them to keep the same day. 
The people of a whole state cannot meet to 
agree on aday; it is necessary that somebody 
should appoint one; and no person is more 
suitable than the Governor. 

But why should all the people unite in this 
service? Because they have-all received mer- 
cies from God, and he is their common Father. 
He loadeth them all with his benefits, and his 
tender mercies are over all his works. Life 
and health, food and raiment, seed time and 
harvest, liberty and protection, the means of 
knowledge and salvation, have alike visited ev- 
ery portion of the state. Every town, every 
family, every person, has had rich experience 
ofthe blessings of Providence ; though not in 
an equal degree. Well then may we say, “O 
that men would praise the Lord for his good- 
ness, and for his wonderful works to the chil- 
dren of men. Let all the people praise thee, O 
God, let all the people praise thee.” 

Why should this service be so public? Why 
might not all the people offer thanksgiving to 
God, in ther families, or their closets?’ Why 
should they assemble in houses of public wor- 
ship ?——Because a public acknowledgement, 
of public and common mercies, is that which 
gives honor to his name. Weshould not make 
. ashow of our devotions, to be seen of men; 
but we should be willing that all men should 
know, how much we are indebted to his infi- 
nite mercy. We should “sing aloud of his 
righteousness, and abundantly utter the memo- 
ry of his great goodness.” We should say’to 
our neighbors and friends, “‘ Come magnify the 
Lord with me, & let us exalt his name together.” 

Does the employing of one day for thanksgiv- 
ing, excuse us from that duty for the remainder 











ofthe year? Or, as the little boy expressed it, 
Are we not to be thankful only on that day? 
Ah no. The merciesof God are new un- 
tous every morning, and every evening, and 
every moment. Every Sabbath, the whole 
multitude should go to the courts of the Lord’s 
house, with the voice of prayer and praise, 
blessing him for the favours of the week. Ev- 
ery morning and evening, the father of a family, 
as a priest in his own house, should conduct 
them before the mercy-seat of their Benefactor 
and Friend, and on the family altar offer the 
incense of gratitude and love. Every individ- 
ual that lives, whether old or young, should bow 
the knee in secret, with every rising and set- 
ting sun, & pour out their grateful hearts before 
God who giveth themall things riehly to enjoy. 
The day of thanksgiving is appointed for pre- 
‘senting a special and united tribute of praise ; 
but every hour of our life should be marked 
with our gratitude, because every hour is rich 
with the blessings of our heavenly Father. If 
He never ceases to bless us, we should never 
cease to be thankful. 

Why should this service be appointed near 
the close of the year ? Because we have then 
gathered in the fruits of the earth, and our 
houses are full of all manner of store. The 
husbandman, especially, rejoices at this season 
in the reward of his toil and labor. In the win- 
ter, labor is suspended, vegetation ceases, and 
the earth is shut up from bearing fruit or re- 
ceiving seed. In thespring, the farmer plants 
and sows; and it is atime for prayer, and labor 
and hope, but not of fulness and exultation. 
During the summer, his hopes brighten; but 
still fears and doubts hang over him. In the 
autumn, he gathers in the fruit, and his heart is 
glad with the joy of harvest. Then will he 
take the cup of salvation, and gratefully call on 
the name of the Lord, who crowneth the year 
with his goodness. 

What are the divine blessings, for which we 
should be thankful every day, and most of all 
on that day which is devoted to the purpose ? 
They cannot be reckoned up in order; 
they are more in number than the sand. The 
little child can say : 

‘© He gives me bread, and milk, and meat, 
And all Ihave that’s good to eat, 
O how can a poor little creature repay 
Thy fatherly kindness by night and by day.” 
Any one of us may say : 
** When all thy mercies, Omy God, 
My rising soul surveys, 
Transported with the view I’m lost, 
in wonder, love and praise.” 2 

No, we need not fear that subjects for 
thankfulness will be exhausted; temporal 
mercies, spiritual blessings, redeeming love; 
these are enrapturing and everlasting themes. 
We will praise God while we live; yea, while 
we have any being. 











‘Pll praise him while he lends me breath ; 
And when my voice is lost in death, 
Praise shall employ my nobler pow’rs, 
My days of praise shall ne’er be past, 
Whilst life, or thought, or being lasts, 
Or immortality endures.” 


Now, if a whole day is devoted to this sol- 
emn and -delightful service, what conduct is 
suitable to accompany our thayksgiving 7——- 
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Are feasting, and drinking, and revelry, suita. 
ble to the day and its sacred object? Is jt 
right to present a formal act of thanksgiving 
for the favors of God’s hand, and then coneuine 
them upon our lusts, and riot on the multitude 
of his blessings? We should indeed receive 
his favors with a glad and grateful heart ; ang 
temperate feasting becomes the occasion. But 
the hilarity and noisy mirth, which are so com- 
mon among youth on the day or evening of 
Thanksgiving, are a daring abuse of God’s 
goodness, by which he is provoked to an. 
ger. Withsuch sacrifices, or with the offerings 
of such persons, God is not well pleased. But 
God says, ‘‘ Whoso offereth praise glorifieth me; 
and to him that ordereth his conversation aright, 
willl show the salvation of God.” 








———, 


POETRY. 


A MOTHER’S GIFT. [Wirtu a BiBLE.] 
By WaLTER FERGUsON, Esq 
Remember, love, who gave thee this, 
When other days shall come; 
When she who had thy earliest kiss, 
Sleeps in her narrow home. 
Remember, twas a mother gave 
The gift to one she’d dic to save. 


That mother sought a pledge of love, 
The holiest for her son; 

And from the gifts of God above 
She chose a goodly one. 

She chose, for her beloved boy, 
The source of light, and life, and joy. 


And bade him keep the gift,—that, when 
The parting hour would come, 

They might have hope to meet again, 
In an eternal home. 

She said his faith in that would be 
Sweet incense to her memory. 


And should the scoffer in his pride, 
Laugh that fond faith to scorn, 

And bid him cast the pledge aside, 
That he from youth had borne, 

She bade him pause, and ask his breast 
If he, or she, had loved him best. 


A parent’s blessing on her son, 
Goes with this holy thing ; 
’ The love that would retain the one 
Must to the other cling. 
Remember, ’tis no idle toy, 
A mother’s gift—Remember, boy ! 








—3oe— 
From the Visitor and Telegraph. 
A MOTHER’S ADDRESS TO A DYING INFANT. 
By a Lapy. 


Tender softness! Infant mild! 

Perfect, sweetest, loveliest child! 

Transient lustre, beauteous clay ! 

Smiling wonder of a day ! 

Ere the last convulsive start 

Rends thine unresisting heart! 

Ere the long enduring swoon 

Weigh thy precious eyelids down; 

Ah! regard a mother’s moan, 

Anguish deeper than thine own, 
Fairest eyes, whose dawning light 

Late with rapture blest my sight ; 

Ere your orbs extinguish’d be 

Bend their trembling beams on me! 

Drooping sweetness! Verdant flower! 

Blooming, withering in an hour! 

Ere thy gentle breast sustains 

Latest, fiercest, mortal pains! 

Look on one who fain would be 

Partner of thy destiny ! 








Happiness will be the result of gospel holiness, when ex- 
ternal impediments are removed ; but heaven itself would 
lose its nature, if the inward disposition were wanting. 





